Under this bleak mechanical display I screen an inward knowledge, when the day X-rays the fingers of my open hand Over the chess-board acres of the land Whose towns are shifted peons in the play.
Progress, the blue macadam of their dream,
Its railed and shining hippodrome of steam,
Glazed by cool horsepower, varnished clean with wheels.
Filming their destiny in endless reels,
Defers the formal ending that they scheme.
They greet each other in these gliding cars, Read the same nightly journal of the stars, And when the rail rings I can hear the bells Ringing for dinner in the world's hotels, And after that the closing of the bars.
Though they have taught the lightning how to lie And made their wisdom to misread the sky I hold their pulses: through my ringing loom Their trains with flying shuttles weave a doom I am too sure a prophet to defy.
And when they jargon through the wind and rain Breathing false hopes upon a frosty pane, I hear the sad electrocuted words
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